Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




^- -y^. 



^i^'^fi. y/u ^fi^ir^ i 




-i?6?^ 



KH 7;i.feo jt^tU] 



QUIPS UPON QUESTIONS. 



BY 



JOHN SINGER, 

Comedian in the time of Shakespeare. 



Edited by 

FREDERIC OUVRY, V.P.S.A. 



LONDON : 

PRIVATELY PRINTED. 
1875. 



T, KICHAROS, PKINTBR, 37, GREAT QUBBN STRBBT| LONDON, W.C. 



PREFACE. 



In reprinting this work from the only known copy 
(in my own possession), I can add nothing to the 
careful analysis of the volume which will be found 
in Mr. Payne Collier's Bibliographical Catalogue^ 
vol. ii, p. 209. He attributes the authorship to John 
Singer, a noted actor of the period, who also wrote 
several plays which have not come down to us. 

Mr. Collier informs me that the name J. Singer was 
written in his own autograph on the title-page of tlie 
volume, but it has been bound since it came into my 
hands, and, most unfortunately, in the process of 
cleaning by acid, the name has disappeared. 

The author calls himself *' Clunnyco de Curtanio 
Snuffe", indicating that he was clown at the Curtain 
Theatre. In 1605, Robert Armin published a book 
called Foole vpon Foole or sixe sortes of Sottes^ which in 
like manner is supposed to be written by " Clonnico 



iv Preface. 

del Mondo Snuffe", meaning Clown of the Globe 
Theatre, a name probably imitated from Singer's 
previous work. 

Mr. J. O. Phillipps, in his recently issued volume of 
Illustrations of Shakespeare, p. 35, mentions that an 
edition oi Quips upon Questions, 1601, appears in the 
Catalogus Bibliothecee Harleiana, 1745, v. 213; and 
that another edition of 1602 is recorded in the same 
work, 1744, iii, 357. 

Although the work thus appears to have gone 
through three editions, I cannot say that there is 
much wit either in the Questions or in the Quips. 
Nevertheless, the book is a highly curious one, as 
illustrating the history of English dramatic literature, 
and, being the only work of the kind now known, I 
have thought the reprint of a few copies might not 
be unacceptable to those interested in the subject. 

FREDERIC OUVRY. 



13, Qiiirn Anne Street, 
April 1875. 



QVIPS 

VPONQVESTIONS, 

OR, 
A Clowncs conceitc on occafion offered. 

bewraying a morraUired mnamorphores of changes 
vpon inter[ogacories:Qicwingalidc wit,with 
agreac<]calcotwitijorindeed,tnore 
dctirousto pleafe inic^thaito 
protiteb/ic. 
C!i|:A vp by a Clowne of the towne in this Ufl reftraim j 
hauing iitle elfe to doe, to make a litlc vfe of his 
fickle Mufe^andcaielelTe of carping. 
Sj CUmnjco ie Curtanio Snujfe, 

Like as you lift, read on and fpsce not, 
Clowncs iudge like Clowncs^rhereforc I care not: 

Orth»s, 
Floute mCjIle floute thec} it is my piofefsion, 
Toieftataleftcrjinhiitianfgrefsion. 



Imprintedat London for W. Ferir(W(^,andarcto 

be fold at the (tgne of the Crowne nuer agaiotl 

theMaydcn head nearc Yclflhall. 

1600, 



TO THE RIGHT WORTHY 

SIR TIMOTHIE TRVNCHION: 

Alias BASTINADO, euer my part-taking 

friende : Clunnico de Curtanio fendeth 

greeting; wilhing his welfare, but 

not his meeting. 

Ight worthy (but not Right Worfhipfull, 
whofe birth or grouth being in the open 
fieldes) I falute thy Crab-tree countenance 
with a law congeey^ being Jlroke downe with 
thy fauour : whereas (kind Jir) I fometime 
^Jlept with thee in the fieldeSy wanting a hou/e ore my 
head; and that you then in kindne£e, becaufe I was 
fo kindy kindly to accept your kind companies becaufe I 
was vnkindly thrujl out of my lodging; at that inflant^ 
you afpured me'to take my part in all dangers : I am now 
to make vfe of your valloure^ to pro tell me from incifion, 
or in deede from dirrifion^ in which I am now to wade 
deepely : but if I f cape Monday ^ which is omminus to 
me, Ifhall thinke myfelfe happie : and though Fry day 
be for this yeere Childermas day, yet it is nofuch day of 
danger to me; then on Tuefday I rake my lomey (to 
watte on the right Honorable good Lord my Maifier 
whom I ferue) to Hackney. Guard me through the 

A ij\ Spittle 




THE EPISTLE. 

Spittle fieldesy I befeech yeCy leaft fame one in ambujh 
endanger my braynes with a Brickbat vnjight or vnfeene, 
Sweete Sir Timothie, kind fir Timothie, tough Sir 
Timothie, vfe me with kindnejfe, as youjhall in the like 
comm^unde me hereafter: whofe Barke I will grate like 
Gingery and carroufe it in Ale, and drinke a full cuppe 
to thy curtefie, when I am retumd to the Cittie againe. 
I fhalbe leffe fearefull, being among my friendes : yet like 
a Burgoma^et walkefrom Stationers fhop to Stationers 
fhop, to fee what entertaifiement my Booke hath; and 
whofo difgrafes it enuioufiy, and not iefting at it gently , 
at the ledft baftinado them, that bobbadillo like as they 
cenfure.fo with him. they may receiue reward. I confejfe 
m^ine owne weakneffe, and mill not iuftifie my harebraind 
folly: but yet I thinke all men of my m^inde^ gently to 
iudgey not rafhly to reuiU. Welly when my Bookes are 
in Paules Church-yarde, if they paj/e through Paules I 
care not, for in Fleetftreete I haue friendes that will take 
Lud-gate to defende me, Whatfhould I fay ? My truft 
iSy that either my fimplicitie of loue, or thy crueltie in 
cudgeling, will guard me from enuious tongues, whose 
teeth are all blacke with rancor of their fpight ; and 
whofe tongues are milke white with hart burning heate : 
God keepe me from their by ting ; I had rather beftroken 
with a poyfoned bullet : that were a death honorable, the 
other a life miferable. No more but this, fay I am out 
of towne, and hear not their ribald mockes, and by that 
meanes excufe me from them, whofe poyfoned tongues will 
elfe abufe me. 

Thine euer with true endeuour, 

Clunnico Snuffe. 
VALE, 





To the Reader health and patience. 

Eaders, Reuilers, or in deede what not ? to 
you I appeale, either for a quicke-tume 
ouer, or a long lookt for louing looke. I 
neede not tweme for a Jurie, I fhall haue 
enough to condemne me : but haue a care 
ye deale iuftly, lead my blood be layd to your charge. 
Glut with gazing, furfet with feeing, and rellifh with 
reading: It may be there are fome preferuatiues, not 
poyfon, though harfli in difgefture. Well, go on, vfe 
me at your pleafure. Well fare words yet, though they 
"Uiound, they kill not : a man may Hue after to requite 
his aduerfarie, and reuenge his owne quarrell. A man 
fhal not be flaine in hugger mugger pifling againft a 
wall, but fhall rather be warnd to defend ; and tnen his 
death is leffe dangerous. I am tedious, my requeft is ; 
Vfe thy difgreffion, or thy difcreffion. He that muft 
of force endure, is willing of force to be patient : but 
if your patience willingly endure vnforft, I fhalbe the 
more beholding to you : otherwife, let Sir Timothie 
reuenge it, (and fo a thoufand times making legges, I 
goe ftill backward, till I am out of fight, hoping then 
to be out of minde:) I commit you to a bottell of 
Tower-hill water, with which hauing cleared your eye- 
fight, you may read with more regard : for, Legere et 
non intilegerey neclegere eft. God a mercie Cato. 

Thine owne Snuffe, that takes it in Snuffe, 
to be otherwife then well vfde. 

A iij. 




Incouragement 

to the Booke. 



Goe on, feare none ; goe too and doubt not : 
Some fooles make Rules, for the wife to flout at. 

But wife haue eyes, and wit with all, 

To iudge right at firft fight, if the worfl fall. 

On then, right men, will rightly fauor. 
Whofe wit, iudging it, will not wauor. 

But fooles haue tooles fharpe in feafon, 
To wound and confound without reafon. 




Quips vpon Queftions, 

OR, 
A Clownes conceite on occafion offerd. 

JA/'HO began to Hue in the worlde ? 

Adam was he, that firft Uude in the world, 
And Eue was next : Who knowes not this is true ? 
But at the laft he was from all grace hurld, 
And fhe for companie, the like did rue. 
Was he the firft ? I, and was thus difgraft, 
Better for him, that he had been the laft. 

^ . f Thou art a f cole: Why f for reafoning/o, 
\ But not thefirjly nor lajly by many mo. 



Why barkes that Dogge ? 

Alke him, and he will tell thee why he barkes. 

Dogges cannot fpeake, although they gape fo lowde : 

Enough to pofe the wifeft heades of Clarkes, 

To afke this reafon, yet it is alowde. 

Dogges can make noyfe and babble in the ftreete, 
But why, the wyfeft cannot think it meete. 

If 



Quips vpon Quejlions. 



If a man run, ftraight Dogges begin to ball, 
I, Dogges at Dogges : is not this ftrange to fee ? 
No nothing ftrange, for Men are worft of all, 
Theyle brawle, and law, and neuer will agree : 

A Dogges wrath quickly endes, it hath no keeping : 
But Mens wrath lafteth both awake and fleeping. 

A Dogges fkin ferues for fomething when he's dead, 
A Mans for nothing : yet is Man the better. 
Nay tis not fo, thy (kin will ftand in ftead, 
Tis thicke, tough, ftrong, and will appeafe thy debter : 
For he that owes thee money, and thee feares, 
hath vowde to pull thy flcinne ouer thy eares. 

Thou that wilt make comparifons fo odious. 
As twixt a Chriftian and a barking Curre, 
I hold thy wit to be no whit commodious. 
But to be fcrapt out like a parchment blurre : 
That louing Dogges, and fenfeleffe like as they, 
Naught fits thee, but their barking in the way. 



Quip, 



( One to offende in a/king fuch a qtieflion^ 
TK other defende and choke in his difgejlion : 
Well reafond both toofooles, and if you fnarke^ 

\ Both wanting wity better be Dogges, and barke. 



Wfw 
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Whojleepes in the grajfe ? 

A Man it feemes. No, no, thou art not right. 
It IS a Bead, they ftill fleepe in the graffe : 
Perchaunce he wants a bedde, and wakes all night. 
Making the day his night : yet heefe an Affe. 

Say Woormes or Cankers may offend him there, 
Indeed that's true, I did not thinke of that : 
Why then an Affe a Bead is : he is here, 
T'approue my fpeaches true, that fables not. 

If he b'a beafl, I know a number more. 
Thy felfe was one before thou hadft a bed. 
Take m'as I am, not as I was before : 
For now I haue a pillow to my hed. 

Hereafter, he may fay fo that here lies 
Till then, as I was, let him be a beaft. 
Cannes, lets goe drinke, and bid this beaft arife : 
Beaftes in beaftes companie do drinke and feaft. 

( This matCs a worjfe beaft ^ hauing worldly pelf e, 
^ . J That thinkes all beaftes, and would be none him felfe : 
^' Yet he's a more beaft, that poor e creatures fcornes, 

Who hauing a beafts hart, God fend him liaue beafts 

[homes. 

B I. Whds 
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Who s dead? 

A man is dead, that long before ere this, 
Dy'd twentie times, yet liude to die this day. 
Tis ftrange it fhould be fo ; yet fo it is : 
But I will tell thee how, and if I may. 

Yes pre-thee doe, for why, I long to knowe 
How men can die, yet Hue and fee to goe. 

He by his trade dies cloth : he is a Dier. 
A left, no otherwife I vnderftand, 
And I can witnes thee to be no Her, 
For he dies all things that doth come to hand. 
But he that many times did die in left. 
Now once for all, vouchfafes to die in eameft. 

( To fooles well met, i'refolue each others minde^ 
^ . J Of that in which the wifeft eye is blinde, 
'^' ' / qtiip them thus : He that before death dies^ 
Shall with the blind man fee, yet want his eies. 



Two Fooles well met. 

Two Fooles well met, each poynted at the other, 
Laughing a good to fee each others face : 
The one made vow to call his fellow brother. 
And to acknowledge him in euery place. 

To 



Quips vpon Que/ttbns. 



To lend him coyne, though he had none him felfe : 
To teach him wit, when he him felfe had none. 
The other fott, like to this former elfe, 
T'requite his kindneffe, vowd like loue alone, 
When none had for to doe the other good : 
Yet loue will creepe lightly wher't can not go. 
Seeft thou this Bird (quoth he) in yonder wood ? 
I giue thee her to roft. O wilt thou fo ? 
That meate I loue, and I will not denie her. 
Take her (quoth he) and if thou canft come by her, 
Were not thefe fooles, to promife what they had not ? 
Where fuch want wit, t'were better their tongs gad not. 



Quip. 



f True haft thou fay d^ thefirft was nothing wife^ 
No more thefecond was^ let itfuffife : 
One that giues golde, the next that giues the bird^ 
Three Fooles well met ^ for tlioufhalt be the third. 



Who wins moft ? 

He that doth litle loofe, hath litle wonne : 
He that doth nothing loofe when game is donne, 
He tis winnes moft fay I : for beer's the ieaft. 
He winnes content, becaufe he loft the Ieaft. 
Againe, he that much ventures, much is like to lofe : 
But he that nought ventures, nothing from him goes. 

B 2. So 



1 
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So that he winnes moft euermore fay I 
That ventures leaft, and liues contentedly. 



Quip, 



If it befOy what can he loofe or win. 
That nothing hath ? Why^ nothings loft therein, 
Tfiou hadft no wit at all, then by my will, 
A Foole being ei4er,fo continue f till. 



VVhats vnfiL 

Mee thinks it is vnfit that women fcoulde. 

True, fo me thinks ; and yet they will not leaue. 

Mee thinks tis ftrange that Summer fhould be coulde, 

And yet the feafon often doth deceaue. 
How vnfit things are, feeming to agree, 
That euery man in reafon ought to fee. 

Mee thinks tis ftrange, water fhould make fire burne, 
When water quencheth fier euermore : 
In the Smiths forge tis fo, whofe hand doth tume, 
Both heate and cold, to furnifh out his ftore. 

How can this fit, when things vnfitting bee ? 

How ere they fit, they fit yet and agree. 

The Bellowes blowes out fier, yet makes fier blaze. 
Blow in hot Pottage and they wilbe could. 

When 
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"When thy nayles freeze, blow with thy breath apace 
And they will heate againe, thou mayft be bould. 
Things feeming vnfit, fitteth to be done : 
God giues, man vfes, fince the world begun. 

(A wonder how, me thinkes it is vnfit^ 
To fee an Iron Gridiroti turne a Spit. 
No, no, tnee thinks that it is niore vnfit. 
To fee a blockhead affe hatu any wit. 



Where is Ginking gone ? 

Ginking iumpt, and Ginking leapt, 

Ginking thumpt, and Ginking reapt 

Sowe he did not, as tis knowne : 

Why ? then a reapt none of his owne ? 

Then Ginking weepes, and Ginking mournes, 

That what he fweepes, he backe returnes. 

Ginking learne to vfe thy owne, 

And do not barne what others mowne: 

For if thou do, learne this of mee, 

Ginking muft a beggar bee. 

But tis not ftrange, let it fuffife, 

Ginking neare was otherwife. 

When euery Bird her fether takes, 

Then Ginkings hart with forrow akes. 

B 3. Now 
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Now tell me where is Ginking gone ? 
To giue to euery man his owne. 
Poore Ginking thou haft made wife hand, 
To fowe and reape an others land : 
Truft to thy felfe, Ginking be wife, 
Men loue them felues, aflfeftion dies. 

' TJwugh Ginking be afoole^ leame this of me, 
The world f ayes there be more than he : 
Vnder this Ginking perceiue then, 
That moft do toylefor other men : 
Are not all Ginkings then I pray thee iudge. 
When one man doth become an others drudge. 



Quip, 



Whojleepes there ? 

A man fleepes here, who when he doth awake. 
Hath a greeud confcience, and his hart doth ake : 
Sorrow is his delight ; God giue him ioy, 
That loue exileth to receiue annoy. 

Sighes are his comfort, and he foldes his armes, 
Strooking his beard, defiring ftill to die, 
Still calles on death, to end his worldly harmes. 
Defying life, as caufe of miferie. 

He dreames on death : how fweete his torment is, 
How louingly death killes his worldly hart : 

And 
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And fince fweete death thou canfl but worke my miffe, 
Come death I charge thee, end this earthly fmart 

At laft one waking him, and he ftartes fore, 
Aloude he cryes out, death I do deny thee : 
The men by, that beleeud he would before, 
Choofe rather death, then death fo foone to flie thee. 

Now there opinions are, that all men dreame, 
And in their fleepe defire, what when they wake, 
They more deteft ; then what they do efteeme, 
Tis to no purpofe any count to make. 

Come (fayes this fleepy man) lets drinke fome wine, 
Dreames are but fanfies, death is farre enough : 
What in my fleepe I wiflit, I fee this time. 
Is farre from purchafe, and God fpeed the plough. 



^ Fanfies injleepe, are p leafing when we wake, 
Such is the toy in folly, that we take : 
But time will come, when fome fo found Jhall fleepe, 
As neither dreames nor fancies rule can keepe : 
Sofhall this man, whofe dreames fuch pleafure take, 

^ One day hee' I foundly fleepe and neuer wake. 



Quip, 



Wilds 
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Who's the Foole now ? 

He tell thee who : marke well, for this is true, 

It was my friend, that I muft tell thee off: 

And when thou hearft me, fay Who's the foole now ? 

For fuch a ieft is worthy of a feoff. 

Many feeme wife as long they had vf'd fchooles, 
When in the end God knowes moft feeme but fooles. 

My friend was pleafant, drinking all the day, 
With huftie tuftie, let vs all be merrie, 
Forgetting how the time did paffe away : 
Such is mans folly, making himfelf wearrie. 
But now attend, and I will tell the reft. 
How my friendes follie he could fcarce difgeft. 

When he was beaten with a Brewers wafhing bittle. 
Or had in deed almoft quite burft his thombe, 
Or had behelde the Diuell, where he did tipple, 
Or (the old word) was drunke, marke what did come. 

Thus it fell out, as he him felfe did fay, 
• He to the Curtaine went, to fee a Play. 

His friendes went with him, and as wife as hee. 
Yet wifer as it chaunft, for he went reeling : 
A tottering world it was God wott to fee, 
My friend difguifde thus without fenfe or feeling. 

Here 
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Here a fell downe, and vp againe God wott, 
Backward and forward ftaggring like a fott. 

A foberer man then he, or girle or boy, 

I know hot who ; for he him felfe not knowes. 

Begins to looke into this goodly toy, 

And to teach him wit, this deede at pleafure fhowes. 
Into his pocket diues, and being alone, 
Purffe, hat, cloake, fro my drunken friend was gone. 

But here's the left : my friend being rifled fo, 
Straight had the wit to miffe what he had loft, 
When all his wit kept not what he left fo. 
But he was welcome to his tardie coft. 

Then vp he ftarts, his loffe fo much did feare him, 
He lookes, but all in vaine, no one was neare him. 

He figh'd, he grond, and fayd he was vndunne, 
And with a heauie hart through drinke yet greeud, 
Mazde with his loiTe, he doth begin to runne, 
Home through the ftreete as one from death repreeud, 
I am fpoyld and robd fays he, my clothes are gone : 
But all in vaine was all his too late mone. 

His friendes and I inquired of his loffe, 

He tolde the manner how he drunke and flept : 

C I. We 
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We rather fmilde, then mourned at his croffe, 
Afking if he did want yeeres this t'haue kept ? 
No, I was olde enough (quoth he) to doe it, 
But was not wife enough to looke vnto it. 

He that firft drinkes away his mother wit, 
And after wanders in the open ayre, 
To looke about with wifedome is vnfit : 
For why forecaft is in a drunkards care. 

Well fmce too late I rue my vnkind loffe. 

My wits againe reftored by my croffe. 

My friendes were with me when to drinke I went, 
My friendes did leaue me when I flept alone : 
My friendes were with me when I money fpent, 
But when this ill chaunce chaunced, then were gone, 
Is there fuch truft in friendes, then here I vow. 
They neare fhall afke againe. Who's the foole now.-^ 

(A goodly left to iejl at. Is it not ? 
That onefhould loofe what hefo hardly got : 
Patience aplaijler that may cure this fore ^ 
But patience will n^r helpe him to it more 

He play es the Foole, 

True it is, he playes the Foole indeed ; 
But in the Play he playes it as he muft : 

Yet 
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Yet when the Play is ended, then his fpeed 
Is better then the pleafure of thy truft : 

For he fhall haue what thou that time haft fpent, 

Playing the foole, thy folly to content. 

He playes the Wife man then, and not the Foole, 
That wifely for his lyuing fo can do : 
So doth the Carpenter with his fharpe toole, 
Cut his owne finger oft, yet liues by 't to. 
He is a foole to cut his limbe fay I, 
But not fo, with his toole to Hue thereby. 

Then tis his cafe that makes him feeme a foole, 

It is in deed, for it is anticke made : 

Thus men waxe wife when they do goe to fchoole, 

Then for our fport we thanke the Taylers trade, 
And him within the cafe the moft of all, 
That feemes wife foolifh, who a foole you call. 

Meete him abrode, and he is wife, mee thinkes, 
In curtefie, behauiour, talke, or going. 
Of garment : eke when he with any drinkes, 
Then are men wife, their mony fo beftowing, 
To learne by him one time, a foole to feeme, 
And twentie times for once, in good efteeme. 

C 2. Say 
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Say I fhould meete him, and not know his name, 
What fhould I fay, Yonder goes fuch a foole ? 
I, fooles will fay fo ; but the wife will aime 
At better thoughts : whom reafon ftill doth rule. 
Yonder's the merry man, it ioyes me much, 
To fee him ciuill, when his part is fuch. 

A merry man is often thought vnvvife. 
Yet mirth in modefty's loude of the wife : 
^ . J Then fay, fliould he for a foole goe f 

' When he's a more foole that account es him fo. 
Many vien dcfcant on an others wit, 
Whefi they haue leffe ihemfelues in doing it. 



A Poet Pawnde, 

What did he pawne ? his clothes or els his wit ? 
Somewhat he pawnde, his neede to fatisfie, 
But what it was, in troth I do not know it : 
Or whether he pawnd or no, I can not iuftifie. 
Then how canft thou fay thus, when tis not fo, 
Harke to the reafon I aledge or fhow. 

Writing thefe Embles on an idle time, 
Within my windowe where my houfe doth (land : 
Looking about, and' ftudying for a Rime, 
I might beholde a Poet weakely man'd : 



His 
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His Sonne I geffe it was a little Boy, 

But what long circumftaunce requires this toy. 

Into a Brokers houfe they went together, 
Both emptie handed I might fee right well : 
Becaufe I knew them both, I noted either. 
Yet will not name this man of whom I tell. 
Empty they went in, and when they came out, 
A bundell they brought foorth, well wrapt about 

I alkt the queftion, and it was a gadge, 
Newly redeemd : but what it was I know not 
He pawnd, but what a pawnd I am not of age 
To tell to any, and the pawne I faw not : 

What ere it was, I hold it farre vnfit. 

To fay the Poets bundle was his wit. 

(No matter what it wasy the deed is paft. 
He was not firft that pawnd, nor is the laft: 
Had it been his wiues wit, thus had you difgrast her. 
But a f aire pawne ded neuer Jhame his vuiifter. 



What wijlti hee ? 

I know not what he wifht, but I am fure. 
He had his wi(h, his haries wifh to ptocure. 
And yet he went without his hartes defier. 

C 3. How 
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How can this be but thou muft be a Iyer ? 
What is a wifh ? Why wind, wanting his will. 
To this I yeeld, and yet am fimple ftill. 
He wanted what he would, wifhing to haue 
His honeftie, being loft playing the knaue : 
And wifhing without purchafe, ftill I finde, 
His wifh was nothing, but an idle winde, 
This wifli he had, it was his owne before. 
Nay there you erre, therefore fay fo no more : 
His wifti being winde, becaufe it was in vaine, 
His winde being fpent, neuer returnd againe. 
Therefore leaue chatt, agree with me in this, 
H is winde was wafte, he neuer had his wifti. 
Nay though with wifties he was an ingrofer. 
Yet in the end he did giue ore a lofer : 
Becaufe he fpent his winde on fuch a toye, 
He loft more by it then he did enioye. 



Quip, 



( True, but lie haue my wijh prefently, 
He that wijhtfo, I doe wiJh hartely, 
That as he was afoole to want his will, 

\ So lie may nothing loafe, but befo ftilL 



Wh{s neare her ? 

Her Smocke is near her, I thats true indeed, 
Of outward thinges, it is her neareft weed. 



Nothing 
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Nothing IS nearer (I thinke) then her fmocke. 
Yes, her Iknn's nearer, that it is by cocke. 

That is a weede to, to keepe out the weather. 

Then nothing s nearer, we conclude togeather. 

^ . J Yes one thing's nearer than her fmocke or Jkinne, 
-^'1 Of which I fpeake not, but ^ill keepe it in. 



Why lookes he angry ? 

One afkes me why that man doth looke fo fad ? 

As if fell anger had poffeft his hart. 

Content thy felfe, What thinkft thou I am mad, 

To cenfure by the looke, and tell the fmart ? 
No, wifer men then I may cenfure wronge : 
For what he ayles, cannot be tolde with tongue. 

But this I know, he curies and he fweares. 
He vexeth inwardly, but none knowes why : 
He grates his teeth, and round about he ftares, 
Muttering to him felfe as men paffe by. 
Some feare him, and do fliun him as they paffe, 
Others do holde him for a harebraind affe. 

Some forts of men there are as nought can pleafe, 
Others there be which anything will like : 

To 
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To the firft doth belong but little eafe, 
The laft will fooner take a blow then ftrike. 

Is not this ftrange ? common men are fo curious, 
Like which of thefe is he, that feemes fo furious ? 

Like to the firft, whom nothing will content, 
He ftormes at all, fpurning the harmeleffe earth : 
Foames like a Bore, and neuer is content, 
Carping at quiet, hating honeft mirth. 

So end thy queftion : there is no one Hues, 
That tells his griefe, or eafe vnto it giues. 

f As he is carelejfe of all people Jiill^ 
So men are f carles of his froward will: 
^ . But for to quiet this difiempered elfe, 

'^^ ' The next way is, to let himpleafe him f elf e. 
Or as the prouerbe is, no man to minde him. 
But tume the buckle of his Belt behind him. 



VVhats a clocke ? 

One afkes me whats a clocke, thinking indeede, 

That I am lacke of clock-houfe, and can tell : 

He is a lacke to think fo, or to feede 

His humor, as the clapper doth the bell. 
I haue a Hand, but not a Dioll, I, 
Right it poyntes not, and tongues may lie 

They 
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Then by the (haddow marke, or by the day, 
And tell me then for certaine whats a clocke : 
But that is farre more then a number may, 
For all haue fhaddowes, but no one that ftrocke. 
How (hould they know the ftriking of a bell, 
When thofe that nothing know, can nothing tell. 

Goe to the Church and fee, then tell me more. 

How fhould that be, that bidding feemeth od } 

When he doth hardly enter in the dore, 

According to his duetie, to ferue God. 

Nay like enough, therefore be rulde by mee, 
Wilt thou know whats a clocke } then go and fee. 



Worthy of commendations is this elfe, 

Who fent to fee, bids him goe looke him f elf e : 



0uiif» V 

^' ' How vaine it is t/ien, to afke whafs a clocke f 

Of one who for an anfwere, lendes a mocke. 



Are you there with your Beares ? 

One takes my penn and writes this queftion, 

As if I were a Beare-ward by profesfion. 

O no, fuch lefts are ill in their disieftion : 

God knowes, and all the world knows his tranfgresfion. 
Were I a Beare-ward, I would leame to byte, 
Becaufe he fet this Emblem in my fight 

D I. Or 
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Or knowing I am faultie in fuch crime, 
Hath giuen this bitter pill for me to tafte, 
To giue me warning 'gainft fome other time, 
That I (hould mende my doinges in all hafle : 
Tis taken fo, and therefore He grow wife, 
Friendes warne like friendes, and let it fo fuffife. 

Or telling me of Beares, bewrayes his anger. 
For dreaming of them, tells of wrath indeed : 
Tis fo, and I will thinke of it no longer, 
When I next fee him. He make his braynes bleed : 
And with like queftion nearely in affiance, 
Tell him but this, that I haue feene the Lions. 

r Tis good to doefo muck, for harke thee brother, 
^ . J One doubtfull queftion doth expell an other : 
^' ^ At that he^l mufe more then thoti didft but now, 
For Lions and Beares frights wittfrom both of you. 



Who is happy ? 

Who is happie ? Marry he that is ritch. 

O /are difceiued, it is nothing fo : 

You would be that way bleft. Sir y are a witch, 

You know my thoughts. I, and I know thy woe. 

When 
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When thou art knowne rich, thou maifl wel be bold 
Thy friendes will cut thy throate to haue thy gold. 

Then who is happy, let me heare of you, 

The ftrong man, meane you him ? No he is weake, 

Strength is a blesfing I can well alow. 

But not a happy blesfing ? Good fir fpeake. 

He that hath ftrong armes, legges, and limbs, 

Is like a bubble that in water fwims. 

What, is the wife man happy ? I, fome wayes. 
It fhould be fo, for which men practize fchooles : 
Yet it falles out with many now a dayes, 
That ouer much witt makes a number fooles. 

Then fare well witt, becaufe He not abufe thee. 

Come not at me, I know not how to vfe thee. 

He that liues well, and dies well, I fay ftilL 
But who is that ? Nay when I know He tell thee : 
Then I am not the neare, I want my will. 
True, and thou muft but harken what I will thee. 
No man fhall anfwere one anothers part, 
But each man for himfelfe (hall : O my hart ! 

^ . J Wkat,ftartft thou backe for feare ; & dqft thou quake 
\ I fee thou knowft no anfwere what to make, 

D 2. Who 
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Who comes yonder ? 

He tell thee who : but prethee marke him well. 
Seehow he flares about, as one difpayring, 
And of his forrowes I will fomething tell. 
Sometimes he ftrikes his breft as one ill faring. 

Wan, woe, and pale he lookes, as wanting life. 

Greeud like a kind man, that entombs his wife. 

Hath he loffe at fea by Shipp ? O no not fo. 

Or on the land by fier ? Tis not fo well. 

Well do you tearme it, to attaine fuch woe ? 

No truft me, I do thinke nought is more ill. 
That loffe God fendes, and who fo leaues it. 
As lob did, fhall with lob, ten fould receiue it. 

What ayles he then ? Now lift and I will Ihew him. 
This man difpaires, is madd, and vext with griefe. 
Yet as thou thinkft not fo vnfortunate, befhrow him : 
Not robd by fea or land, by fier or thiefe. 

But yonder comes the affe that nere was wife, 

For he has loft his money all at dice. 

(At dice in deed? afoole offoolesfay /, 
That Hues with paine^ and doth in pleafure die : 
This be his guilty mockt /till of etiery neigbour. 
For doing that which quitteth not his labour. 

What 
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What haue I loft? 

I cannot tell for certaine, yet He geffe. 

You had a thoufand thinges that I haue feene. 

Now I meane that of late I did poffeffe. 

Of late I know not, what was lately feene ? 
You had a faire Wife ? nay I haue her ftill, 
And all fuch thinges I vfe at wit and will. 

But I haue loft that nere fhalbe recald, 
No gould can regaine what I careleffe loft. 
What is it money ? No, or is foreftald 
Your office ? ouer bought by Knights o'th poft } 
But thefe are nothing to my loffe of late, 
By'U lucke I haue loft one eare off from my pate. 

(God gitu you ioy good fir, of fuch a croffe^ 
Itfeemes by you it was a willing loffe : 
If it befo, and you ioy in your croffes, 
God fend fuch fooles euer to haue fuch loffes. 



Hawjhall I finde it ? 

He tell thee how to finde that eare againe. 
Children in (hooting when they loofe an Arrow 
In high growne or deepe graffe, omit no paine, 
But with their Bowes end rake and feach it narrow. 

D 3. And 
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And when they bootleffe feeke and finde it not, 
After fome forrow, this amendes is got. 

An other (haft they (hoote that dire6l way, 
As whilome they the firft (hot, and be plaine, 
Twentie to one, as I haue heard fome fay, 
The former Arrow may be found againe. 
So as you loft the firft eare, gentle brother, 
Venture the fecond eare, to finde the tother. 

Nay foft and faire, to do that I am loth. 
So I may happen for to lofe them both. 



Quip. I 



Better loft then founds who will beweepe them, 
Fooles hauing eares, yet do want wit to keepe them. 



Who dyesfoaneft ? 

Not he that's fickeft, for the ficke may Hue. 
And outliue him that now is perfect well. 
Nor he that's wounded when the Surgins giue 
Potions or playfters, that can griefe expell : 
Who then dies fooneft ? Faith I cannot tell. 
For no man hath a charter of his life : 
Simpleft of all men, harke and note me well, 
The wife or husband, hee or elfe his wife, 



All 
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All is vncertaine, oft hath this been told, 
As foone the young Sheepe dieth, as the old : 
But no one dies fo foone vpon the earth, 
As fuch who do poffeffe the (horteft breath. 

' Indeede thafsfo^ but if thou wilt preuaile^ 
When thy friende's dyings blow winde in his taile: 
^ . J Yet to no reafon's this, that doth in reafon lurke^ 
' Becaufe that then thou goeft wrong way to worke. 
Wrong way or right, twill neare out of my tninde, 
^ As much pretmiles before, as blowde behinde. 



VVhatwiJhtJhee? 

A Widdow wifht : harke and He tell thee what, 
Choyce of a thoufand thinges. What thinges I pray ? 
Content thy felfe man, and imagine that, 
Thinke what (he wiflit, and hit it if thou may. 
What, was fhe ritch } I f o a number fay, 

Tis hard to iumpe with thee in what (he would, 
For women often wi(h not what they (hould. 

She wi(ht a Husband that was ritch like her. 
That wealth to wealth were ioynd : was it not fo ? 
Although in hart (he could hit nothing neare. 
Then (he wi(ht wit, to gouerne it } Fie no. 
Then (he wi(ht health, t'enioy it ? Yet ye go 

Farre 
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Farre from her meaning : yet you came fo neare, 
As you will hit it by and by I feare. 

then I haue it : Women couet honner. 
Honour is glorious ; yet you want her minde. 
Now fortune yeeld her wifh to light vpon her, 
For I am fenceleffe in her wilh, and blind. 

1 can not thinke her thought, how fhee's inclind : 

So wilde are women in their thoughts and deedes 
As no wife man knowes where their humour breedes. 

Now I will anfwere thee what wifh (he craude, 
Not gold (fhe had enough) nor wit to keepe it : 
For when fome thought (he fpent, (he nearely faude, 
And couetoudy together would (he fweepe it : 
Let them alone, too well can women heape it. 
All wi(hes fet a apart her eye being pleafde, 
Her wi(h is graunted, and her hart is eazde. 

( Her eye to pleafe is endlejfe, not to do, 
^ . J Whofefcope^ no power can compare thcrevnto : 
^' I Well, let her wifh, but nere relieude tliereby, 
\ Whofe belly es fooner pleafd, thefi is her eye. 



Who couets glorie f 

He that is nobly borne, couets no glory, 
Becaufe his birth affordes his mindes defire. 



The 
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The Begger hanges the head, and ftill is forry, 
Gaping with open mouth, and would afpire : 
But oft it prooues, he that buildes on fuppofes, 
As the faying is : all couets, and all lofes. 

Who fwims in Silkes ? The Begger, who is prowde. 

The Begger too. And who is loftie minded ? 

Why ftill the Begger, he would be alowde 

To be in glorie : but his thoughts are blinded. 
Yes, he will haue his will, or all to wracke, 
Heele ftarue his bellie, but heele cloth his backe. 

Who's this that comes ? He is a Gentleman. 

No, y'are deceiued, a gentle Begger rather. 

So braue he is, that none difcerne him can : 

Yet this is he that once denide his father. 
So proude he is, that feeking glorie ftill, 
Knowes not his friends, no nor himfelfe fcarce will 



f Welly let him /till befubie£l to this curffe, 
^ , \ A proude hart ietteth with a beggers purffe: 
^ P' ] j^Q Gentleman y although he iettfo braue, » 
But rather be he tearmde a gentle Knaue, 



E 1. What 
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VVhatisJJiee? 

What is that Woman : Sir (he was a Mayde. 

O, but (he is not now. How happens this ? 

Yes fir (he is, but therewith ill appayde : 

Mayde is (he, no Mayde by one deede amiflfe. 
In deede, one deede which lately for (he did, 
From Maydes eftate I muft her needes forbid. 

Is (he a Wife ? neither, not fo bleffed, 

That honour laft leape yeere efcapt her too. 

What, is (h'a Widdow, late by death diftreffed ? 

O no, nor that way wrongde : I know not how, 
Onely thus much I fay, and talke no more. 
Nor mayde, wife, widdow, but a common whore. 



Quip, 



( O beautie thou art wrongd thus euery hower^ 
J Fro which this loues, thou' It vanijh like a flower : 
Andfince tisfo, this tJien became her thrall^ 
Correction ferues to quittance her for all. 



What ayles that Dam/ell? 

What, is (he ficke ? no (he is luftie and well : 
Yet fome thing is amiffe, or I am madd. 
True fir, but what's amiife thats ftrange to tell. 
None but her felfe knowes why (he is fo fadd. 

Yet 
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Yet men may geffe. True fir, & when th'haue done, 
They'le be as wife as when they firft begun. 

A lewrie, ho we ! for we will know her griefe, 

Twelue women comes and calles her ftate in queftion. 

What is fhe pinde fayes one, wanting reliefe ? 

Her fatt flefh tels her to haue good difgeftion. 
For, leffe I be deceiude, this Mayde is (hee, 
That eates more at one meale, then fome at three. 

What, is fhe fuUen ? No fhe laughes and fmiles, 

And that bewrayes her minde is onely quiet. 

What, has fhe wrencht her foote with leaping ftiles ? 

No, fhe was nere fo nimbly fraught with riot. 
Yet let me tell you, fhe hath flept amiffe : 
Then gently iudge her forrow what it is. 

^ , c And is itfo in deede : this be tier quip, 
^ ( Giue her her due, and let her feele the whip. 



What is light ? 

Fethers are light, who lightly in the winde, 
wanders with nimble flying in the ayre. 
Corke to, is light, whofe lightnes many finde 
To be fo light as it hath no compare : 

E 2. But 
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But many thinges are light, yet none fo much 
As Women kind, who haue a flipprie tuch. 

What can be lighter then a fiUie Maide, 

That is vnlightned of her mayden-head ? 

Was it fo heauie ? (he was ouer-waide. 

It was fo heauie, yet its lightly fled. 

It lightly went : but wiflies are in vaine, 
Nor light nor heauie will it come againe. 

Is a good name light, that its lightly lofl: ? 
It fhould feeme fo, for weare it otherwife. 
The burthen would be carryed with lefle coft : 
But lightnes is not thought on in our eyes. 

Our clothes we weare are light, becaufe we vfe them, 
But heauie in the Winter, to refufe them. 

Imagine then all feafons are alike. 
And that there is no Winter, but all Summer : 
When for our eafe we walke, this flroke we fl:rike. 
Yon Mayde too heauie a burthen hath vndone her : 
And therefore in hot Summer, to (hun heate, 
She goes fo light of body, loth to fweate. 

That woman hauing names enough to vfe, 
Will not be loden with too great a waight ; 
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A good name is intoUerable : choofe 
A lighter carriage, and an eafiar fraight. 

Rather then be a heauie honeft woman more, 
For lightnes, be efteemde an arrant whore. 

And let not men be heauie laden thus, 
But to be lightly clothde : fie, tis too bad 
To loade their backes with burthens dangerous, 
To be orecloyde : what, do you thinke men mad ? 
No, rather let all men refufe no paine, 
Till they haue eazde their burthens in Long-lane. 

^ 7' /ow thy iudgement,for they that dofo, 
I muft confefse in Summer lightly go 
^ . J But in the Winter of their time to come^ 

' That lightnes wilt turne heauie vntofome : 

This be their quip, wherewith none can difpence, 
^ Lightly liu€y but dye with heauie con/cience. 



Wher's Tarleton ? 

One alkes where Tarleton is, yet knowes hee's dead. 

Foole, fayes the other, who can tell thee that ? 

Affe, quoth the firft, I can : bow downe thy head, 

Lend but an eare and liften. Sir, to what ? 

Ill come to Sir, quoth he, euen now twas Foole, 
One Affe can with an other beare much rule. 

E 3. Well 
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Well, Affe or Foole, the fecond fayes, go on : 

I fay hee's dead. I true, and fo fay I. 

And yet a liues too, though fome fay hee's gon. 

Till you approue this, I mull fay you lie. 

Lie, quoth the firft, the (lab with that mull go, 
I do not fay you lie, I fay I mud fay fo, 

A Collier after Tarletons death did talke, 
And fayd, he heard fome fay that he was dead : 
A fimple man that knew not Cheefe from Chaulke, 
Yet fimple men mull toyle in wife mens Head. 
Vnto the Play he came to fee him there. 
When all was done, Hill was he not the nere. 

He calles a loude, and fayd that he would fee him. 
For well he knew it was but rumourd prate : 
The people laught a good, and wilht to free him, 
Becaufe of further mirth from this debate. 
The Collier fayd, the fquint of Tarletons eie. 
Was a fure marke that he Ihould neuer die. 

Within the Play pall, was his picture vfd. 
Which when the fellow faw, he laught aloud : 
A ha, quoth he, I knew we were abufde. 
That he was kept away from all this croude. 
The fimple man was quiet, and departed, 
And hauing feene his Picture, was glad harted. 

So 
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So with thy felfe it feemes, that knowes he's dead, 
And yet defires to know where Tar le ton is : 
I fay he Hues, yet you fay no : your head 
Will neuer thinke, ne yet beleeue halfe this. 
Go too, hee's gone, and in his bodyes ftead. 
His name will Hue long after he is dead. 

So, with the Collier I mull thinke he Hues, 
When but his name remaines in memorie : 
What credite can I yeelde to fuch repreeues. 
When at the moft, tis but vncertaintie. 

Now am I a foole in deed ? fo let that paffe. 
Before I go. He quit thee with the aife. 

What, is his name Letters, and no more ? 
Can Letters Hue, that breathe not, nor haue life "i 
No, no, his Fame Hues, who hath layde in (lore 
His actes and deedes : therefore conclude this ftrife, 
Elfe all that heare vs, ftriue and breed this mutenie, 
Will bid vs keepe the CoUiar foole for company. 

Well, to refolue this queftion, yet fay I, 

That Tarletons name is heare, though he be gone. 

You fay not, Whers his Body that did die ? 

But, Where is Tarleton ? Whers his name alone ? 

His Name is heere : tis true, I credite it. 

His Body's dead, few Clownes will haue his wit. 

Quip. 



Quips vpon Que/tions. 



f Though he be dead^ dijpairc not of thy wifedofne, 
What wit thou haft not yet ^ in time may come: 
But thus we fee, two Dogges f trine for a bone. 
Bout him that had wit, till them f clues haue none. 



Quip. 



What is defter? 

Defier, is but a motion of the minde 
That growes by follie, not encreafe of wit : 
If men were wife, they would not wi(h to iinde 
That, which vnto their ftates is farre vnfit 
The King is proud, and he would be a God, 
To (hun the toyle of earth : thats his abode. 

The poore man would be mightie : more foole he. 

For if it be a forrow to be poore, 

To be molefted night and day with glorie, 

Would be a trouble and a terrour more : 
So that Defier, is but an inward motion, 
Bred with difgrace, and nurft by lewd deuotion. 

^ Defire no more then thou canft tollerate, 
Leaft like the Affe^ thy burthen harme thyftate : 
jr. ' { To defier much, and nothing to enioye, 
^'^ Is like an olde mans beard on a young boy : 
Illfeeming to the eye : thenfhun defir, 
^ Leaft thou beft thought a foole, fo to afpire. 

Who 
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Who dyed firft? 

Not he that firft was borne, I am fure of that, 
Who then I pre-thee ? Faith I do not know. 
Harken to me, and I will tell thee what. 
What is it thou wilt tell me ? pre-thee Ihow 

Who firft did die, good do, or elfe I haue wrong. 

Who ere dide firft, I feare thou liu'ft too long. 

Caine flew his brother Abel^ I do reed. 

The worfe lucke his to die by his owne brother. 

The better caufe haft thou to take more heede : 

For thou art one, and I muft be the other. 
What wilt thou kill mee ? Say I fliould do fo, 
Twere but a friendly part, to kill my foe. 

Now haue I wrongd thee, let me know but this 'i 
How canft thou chofe but wrong me with much fpight. 
When all the world knowes thou haft done amiffe ? 
For to thy felfe yet thou didft neuer right. 

Then I will right my owne wronges, foolifli elfe. 
When as I lift, He quickly kill my felfe. 



Quip. 



f True, is itfo in deede, the tnore's myforrow, 
\ Men can not fay that they will Hue to morrow : 
But die tJiey will to morrow or to nighty 
Such hajlefome make to hell, the more the fpight. 

F I. Quip. 



Quips vpon Quejiions. 



(Thenjince tis/o, and that you two agree, 
Vfe your owne willes, and hange both for me, 
Abel was able to endure titat banging^ 
And you are able both to etidure a hanging. 



Wkers the Deuill ? 

One aflces me where the Deuill is ? Much I mufe 
What makes this madd man fo his name to vfe. 
It may be he would bargaine with the fpirit, 
For much he hath that fome would faigne inherit. 
If it be fo, much good may do his hart, 
How ere he deales, thers few will take his part. 

I fay he is, or elfe Ihould be, in hell, 
True, he fhould be there : but I can tell 
Hee's now not there, hee's otherwayes employ de. 
He keepes his Chriftmas other where abrode. 
It may fo be, I know not certainlie : 
None knowes, but you may be his fecretarie. 

If on the earth he be. He tell you where, 

In Vfurers bagge of money : Is he there ? 

For money ill got, bringes the deuill and all. 

A number fay fo, though their (kill be fmall. 
Yet you are wide, and know not his abode. 
In the Cittie he is, fome faw him where he rode. 

Hee's 



Quips vpon Que/lions. 



Hee's got into a boxe of Womens paint, 

And there he lyes, bathing him felfe fo quaint, 

Lockt vp as clofe as may be in her chift, 

All this is right, beleeue it they that lift. 

Where pride is, thers the Diuell : all this is vaine, 
Yet ftill you miffe, then reckon once againe. 

I am right glad I miffe, and came not neare him, 
It is my whole defier ftill to feare him : 
Hee's one that with whom I haue had no dealing. 
And therefore of his kindnes haue fmall feeling. 
O foole, I tell thee where he is : ftiun euill. 
For where God is not, there is fure the Deuill. 

Where is not God ? I pray thee tell me that ? 
Not heere I feare, our mindes agree fo pat, 
That medling with the Deuill, who neare was kinde. 
It fliewes the follies of a wauering minde. 

Beftirew thy hart, iirft that didft afke this doubt. 
For one bad queftion, driues two good thoughts out. 

Fooles talke likefooles, while wife men fit 

Wifely to defcant on an others wit: 

What need they meddle where th'haue nought to do, 

Thisfhewes their folly ^ and their weaknes to : 

But now I fee all reafonfet apart, 

The DetiilFs not in hell, but in his hart. 

F 2. JV/ty 



Quip, 



Quips vpon Qtieftions. 



Why is he drunke ? 

I know not why, vnleffe I knew his minde, 

But many befides him is thus inclinde. 

Perchaunce for company he is difguifde, 

Or tis his nature to be thus fuffifde : 

Or tailing good Beere neuer found before, 
Againft his will is drunke of his owne fkore. 

It may be his weake braine can beare no drinke : 
I am not of your minde, fo well to thinke. 
Then knowing his owne weaknes, he fhould (hun. 
Thus to be loathfome, as he has begun. 
How ere it is I know not, but thefe people, 
Are all brainde with a Brewers wafhing beetle. 



Quip. 



{ Company caufeth Cuckoldes, mojl men fay ^ 
Butjhall this prouerbe beare itfo away. 
/, it mujl needes : for it is helde leaft ieobardie. 
When men go to the Deuillfor companie. 



He eates much. 

True, he eates much, but drinketh ten times more. 
How know you that ? I know it by his fkore. 
What, doth he pay his (kore ? yes fuer he doth. 
Then tis no matter, let him feed his tooth. 

But 



Quips vpon Que/tions. 



But you fay that he drinkes more then he eates. 

I, fo they fay : the Brewer the more gets. 

Tulh let vs peace, in vaine we fpend our winde, 
Gluttons will feed, & drunkards drinke them blinde. 



Quip. 



( He that eates muck and drinketh out of meafure^ 
May eate his clotfies off, and drinke hence his treafure 
Yet in the ende count but what he doth get^ 

V Drinke till he dies^ he drinkes not out of debt. 



Hejleepes too much. 

Thofe that fleepe much, eate little, fo I fay. 
And fome poore foules that haue no coyne to buy meat 
Faigne themfelues ficke, and go to bed ftraight way. 
As though their queafie ftomackes did denie meate. 
That when the Doctor comes to giue a Potion, 
They drinke the cup and all, with true deuotion. 

Then fayes the Doctor, he will ftraight wayes die, 
Becaufe a greedy ftomacke telles no leffe : 
The hungry patient he is fed thereby, 
That being well, could neuer haue redreffe. 
If it be fo, fomething my mufe can tell. 
Better for poore be ficke twice, then once well. 

F 3. Quip. 



Quips vpon Quejlions. 



( He tliat for greedines, dejireth ill, 
^ . \ And ioyes injicknefse togetfticcourjlill: 
^' Better fay I^fuch hollow hartes be dead, 
< Then Hue to rob the lyuing of their bread. 



Do it, and dallie not. 

If thou wilt do it, let it ftraight be done. 

In lingring is ill profpring many fay : 

Goe through with that, which thou haft well begun, 

I, to do fo is good, if a man may. 

With that is well begun, do it, but dallie not. 
But that is ill begun, dallie, but doe it not. 

You rime well in your reafon, do ye not ? 

If it be ill. He giue it ore betime, 

He dallie in my deede, and know it not, 

Becaufe you mocke me for one fimple Rime. 
I fee by this, in great things you will blame me. 
When in fo flight a matter, you would ftiame me. 

I fay againe, doe it and dallie not. 

I fay againe, my feare bids mee keepe backe. 

Foole, wilt thou feare ? who fo doth, he preuailes not. 

What more difgrace, then when a man growes flacke. 
Should Souldiers when the foes are ten to one, 
Feare and keepe backe, and let the fight alone. 

Shall 



Quips vpon Quejiions. 



Shall children finding pinnes by chaunce in bread, 
Giue ore to eate for feare, fo ftarue and die ? 
Shall men in doubtfuU Law, keepe back and dread, 
And let their actions flipp, and lofe thereby ? 

I am commaunded to ferue God, and (hall I not ? 

Yes but I will, He do't and dallie not. 

^ But men will fay, theyle ftrange thinges do. 
When they will left alone ^ and dally to. 
^ . / owe a thou/and pound vpon a Bande^ 
^ Atfuch a day tis due I vnder/tande: 

I Jhould in confcience pay, andjhall I not f 
K Then pay it for me: dodt and dally not. 



He wajhe% cleane. 

Thou art difceaude to fay, he walhes cleane, 
I rather thinke that boy, he wafhes fowle. 
Weake is thy wit, thou knowft not what I meane. 
And thou doft rubbe like a falfe byaft Bowie. 
Then we mull law I fee, and fall at fquare. 
Men that agree not, euer be at iarre. 

Why doth he walh ? tell me but that I pre-thee ? 
Becaufe his face is foule, to walh it cleane : 
He walhes foule, then his foule face is durtie. 
And he will walh it faire : ill fo ye meane ? 



Quips vpon Queftion^, 



Well then, the more he walhes, more is he 
Cleaner, then fouler, as each eye may fee, 

Againe I tell thee that thou doft miftake. 
My wit is cleane gone, for to anfwere thee. 
And know no way an anfwere for to make, 
When right or wrong thou houldft for veritie. 

Shall we be friendes ftill, be it foule or cleane ? 

I, to that ende I fpeake, and fo I meane. 

Well fare men ftill thatfiich a quarrell endes, 
^ . J Who falling out with talke, will talke them friendes ; 
^' The foule, themfelues haue wafhedpuer againe^ 
\ All the Terns water cannot wafh fo cleane. 



What fmels fweete ? 

Mufke, Ciuet, Amber, and a thoufand thinges 
Long to rehearfe, from which fweete odours fpringes : 
Flowers are fweete, and fweeteft in my minde : 
For they are fweete by nature and by kinde. 
Faire Women that in boofoms nofegayes weare, 
Kiffe bvt their lippes, and fay what fent they beare. 
Their breath perfume, their flowers fweetly fmell, 
Both ioyned to her lippes, do exceeding well. 

^ . J Tis fweete of allfweetes : yet I needes muft chide thee, 
^' \ Thoufmelftfo Svveete, thers no man can abide thee. 

Why 



Quips vpon Quejlions. 



Why weaves he Bootes ? 

Why weares he Bootes and rides not, pre-thee tell ? 
Three dayes before they ride, fome men do fo : 
But he hath neither Horfe nor credite. Thats not well, 
And therefore will not ride : yet thus doth go. 
It is to mocke the worlde, as many do : 
Many thinkes they haue Horfe and credite to. 

It may be that his Shooes are put to mending, 

And weares his Bootes vpon neceffitie : 

So for to ride, he hath no fuch entending, 

But ftayes the Coblers leyfure willingly. 
Nor fo, nor fo, this man fo ftrangely goes, 
Wearing his Bootes, becaufe he hath no Hofe. 



Quip. 



^ Tis likely fo, and now I fee his drift, 
I gefse by him, thou hafl made fuch afliift. 
How ere it is, yet if tJu worfl do fall ^ 
Better a badfhyft made, tlien none at all 



Why fweates hefo ? 

m 

He puffes, and blowes, and fweates, What has he done ? 
What makes this young man haftely to runne ? 
It may be he hath ftolne, and got fome boote. 
And for to fcape makes hade, I fee in to't, 

G I. Tls 



Quips vpon Que/tions. 



Tis furely fo, and time to runne I weene, 
When as the Gallous threatens him fuch teene. 

No, y'are deceiude, hee's true, and euer was, 
He fcornes to fteale from any in this place. 
Then in an other place it feemes he will ? 
Be not fo lealous, you miftake me ftill. 

How is it then he fweates fo, let me heare ? 

O, he ranne for fome wager, I do feare. 

Neither infayth, and yet he made great hafte, 
Such hafte as few can make, but with much wafte : 
He leapt three ditches, one hedge, and a wall, 
To win his will, whereby to fcape them all : 
For fhall I tell thee, he hath run his beft, 
To faue his body now from an arreft. 



Quip. 



' Twas time to runne indeede, and to vfe cunnings 
Elfe had he been layde vpp.for euer running: 
Yet fweates he not I tell thee, therefore peace^ 

\ This honefl man melts but his knaues greace. 



Why lettes skefo ? 

Gillian doth lett and braue it with the beft, 

Although a begger borne, and oft diftreft : 

Yet now a Seruant, and in fome account. 

One poore yeeres wages, makes her thus furmount. 

A 



Quips vpon Queftions. 



A gallant Neckenger her necke to grace, 
No matter for her Gowne, or other place : 
Good foote, good legge : thefe two are chiefly fine, 
And fhe that giues her wages muft decline. 

O Gillian, yet remember, lett not fo, 
Maydes muft be vnder Miftreffes, you know. 
Muft you be fine ? thinke but how things are deere. 
Aboue fouer Nobles wages in one yeere. 

>^ . J True, thats all one: doe Gillian, goe brauejlill, 
^' \And it will bring theefoone vp Holborne hill 



Who is that f 



Who do you meane, this Gallant that comes heere ? 

I, euen the fame : liften and I will fliow. 

This meacocke was a man, and but laft yeere 

Fell he thus poore, thus wrapt in weedes of woe : 
And fiue yeeres fince, he that fliould tell him this, 
Had had his Poyniard in his fides by lyffe. 

For he had houfes, and a mightie ftocke, 
Landes in the Countrey, and much coyne at vfe : 
But riotous company that ftill did flocke 
Both day and night to him, caufd this abufe. 

G 2. Dice 



Quips vpon Quejitons. 



Dice, wine, and women, wonne, drunke, & fpent all, 
And now he liues a vaffall at each call. 

A by-word to the worlde, and thus he goes, 
Sicke with necesfitie, and pinde with want : 
Where he had plentie, gingling in his hofe, 
Now poouertie in's pocket, maketh fcant 
And his poore belly that did furfet then, 
Feeding a number, now is fedd by men. 

O griefe exceeding, where did wealth exceede. 

O care abounding in abundance fteade. 

O ill helpe of the holpen : now his neede, 

Makes him in forrow, for to begge his bread. 

O friendes what meane you to leaue wealth to fuch, 
Whofe wit feemes nothing, cloyde with ouer much. 

( Content your felueSf did parents know the /pending, 
They would not leaue fo much, to fuch bad ending: 
But Jtope of doing welly makes them forgo ^ 
What after their depart, their Sonnes fpend fo : 
And tis enough for Sonnes, tliat fpend fo bad, 
{Me thinkes) to fay : fuffizes once I had. 



Quip. 



Can that Boy read ? 

Yes, he can read, and is a prettie Youth, 
And hath his Lattin tongue, and can do well. 

But 



Quips vpon Queftions. 



But he will not do well, for ftill his truth 

Is fubiect to a fcandall, doing ill. 

O good guift ill beftowde, when fuch as he 
May do well and will not ; but euill wilbe. 

Write he can, and call account right well : 
Cipher he can too : and in deed what not ? 
More then he fhould fometime, which I could tell : 
But hoping he will mende : no more of that. 

His reeding fau'd his life once : you know why. 

Me thinkes it had been better he did die. 



Quip. ' 



f No God forbid^ the burnt childe dreades the fier, 
Tis true, and once in danger^ come no nyer : 
Least once too neare.you chaunce at length to/warue, 

I When all your ready reeding will not feme. 



He had much wit. 

He had much wit, elfe had he neare been ritch, 
For what he hath, he had it through the fier. 
He had much wit, and there are but few fuch. 
That with their wit can purchafe their defier. 
A number Hue that wifely would be thought. 
When their wit failes them, & doth come to nought. 

G 3. Houfes 



Quips vpon Que/ttons. 



Houfes he hath a number, and much land, 
His purffe is ftuft, and he hath a full hand : 
But of his (lore what giues he to the needie ? 
Nothing at all, in that he is not fpeedie. 

His purffe is tide fall, and his minde is fparing. 
And for the poorer fort hath litle caring. 

Had he much wit to get this worldes encreafe 
And hath he no wit left rightly to vfe it ? 
He hath no wit then now, and therefore peace. 
Such as haue Gods true blesfmg, and abufe it, 
Had better be ftill poore : for fellow credite me, 
He hath but little wit, and farre leffe honeftie. 



Quip. 



' He that gets much and little giues, 
Hefeemes a lining man, but little Hues, 
He that had wit him f elf e to thrall. 

^ Better fay /, hWiad had no wit at all. 



He buildes a great Houfe. 

A man mud of necessitie goe builde. 
Not for a lackes a houfe, for one a had : 
Which houfe hath euer been extreamely filde 
With goodes and (lore, which me thinkes was not bad. 
But though a while his little houfe had plentie, 
Yet now of late his little houfe was emptie. 

Thinke 



Quips vpon Quejlions. 



Thinke you his little Houfe was not enough 
To holde his (lore, when it was feldome filde : 
Yes, what of that, he layes hand to his plough, 
And makes a vow he will a bigger builde, 
A hundreth men with much a do doth labour, 
Hated and dill defpifde of euery neighbour. 

Yet ftill goes forward this great worke of worth, 
And now tis builded, though with care and coft. 
What will you fay now, if to croffe his mirth, 
His fortunes will not equall his high boaft. 
Will they be ftrange, if he haue worfe fucceffe, 
Then in his little Houfe which did decreafe. 

True, twill be ftrange in deed : well, let it paffe, 
Hope well and haue well, that is fo you know : 
But ftiall a tradesman where fo ill a was, 
Remooue his (hop in hope to do well fo ? 

No rather in his (irft fliop let him proue. 

To get good cuftome for his ware or loue. 

Well, now tis vp, faire, ritch, and well maintaind. 
God fende it keepe fo, that is all I care, 
H is welfare greeues not mee, nor am I paind. 
That he (hiftes for the better ; my difpaire 
Is onely this, while he for wealth is wooing, 
I feare his great Houfe will haue little dooing. 

Quip, 



Quips vpon Quejiions. 



Talks what you know, yet it is ritchly ftuft. 
At which this iolly builder laught and puft : 
^ . J His Harueft is but cutting, ear't be downe, 

The winde may tume, ^tmay raine^ and clowdes may 
How ere the weather feeme, carefet a party (frowne 
\ He will not crane thy helpe to pitch his cart. 



He begins welly but endes ill. 

In his beginning, all he did was well : 
For why, his labour fought ftill to excell : 
But ere the middle came, wearines tooke him, 
So that his Mufe offended, quite forfooke him. 

So in the ende, it muft of force be ill, 

Although perchaunce the Author fhewde goodwill : 

Weakenes of wit, was caufe he did fo bad, 

Not loue of hart, for that was alwayes had, 

Loue cannot labour, if the witt do want : 
But witt without loue, may both fowe and plant : 
Yet in the ende, fuch witles loue hath hope, 
To reape in Harueft, but a forry croppe. 



Who would be wearie in his dooing well, 
But labour earneftly ftill to doe well : 



Well 



Quips vpon Queftions, 



Well dooing hath an Ague hauntes him ftill, 
Which mud b'out labourde with an earneft will. 

Pepper and Aqua-vitae will not farue, 

For fo well dooing may too fodaine ftarue : 

Nor fleeping on a bed, or fweating theare : 

This Ague mud be driuen hence with a feare. y 

I 
Which feare in labour doth maintaine goodwill:. 

Feare fo, and labour fo, and thou fhalt ftill, ^ 

Begin at firft, and as thou doft begin, ^ 

The middle and the ende fhall ioye therein. 



Quip, 



' All is as much tofay^ the Aut/tor feares^ 
The Reader vowes to ftaue him by the eares : 
Becaufe beginning well^ and ending ill, 
Shewes haughtie thoughts^ vjing but little Jkill. 
How ere it happens^ my good will isfuch, 

^ As what I doe, I doe not thinke too much. 



H I. The 



Quips vpon Queftions. 



The Conclusion. 

Gentilles, whofe gentlenes in cenfuring, 
Is to take pleafure in your pittying : 
Craftes-men, whofe craft in clenly couering, 
Is to be craftie in your kindeft cunning, 
To you I appeale : to whom in my appealing, 
I craue forgiuenes, giuing this hard dealing. 
What can you more, but true contrition. 
Earneftly craude with true fubmisfion. 
What is amiffe, it is your minde to pardon, 
Whofe hartes no vnkinde deede can harden. 
This is my comfort makes me not difpaire. 
Your free loue euer will abridge my care. 
Some one will fay, wit wanting, men 
Are rafti to fpeake, or write with pen. 
Others excufe it, and will alwayes fay, 
Defier to do well, makes a number ftray. 
If to do well w'offende, then that offence 
Is to be pardond for the good pretence. 
So to conclude, no more but this. 
All thinges well taken, nought's amiffe. 

FINIS. 
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